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| he No TOOMEY of Newark, who had the pleasure of 

shriving Mr. JOHN CHISOLM, on Thursday, before that 
esteemed gentleman paid his debt to justice for wife-murder, thus 
declared himself to a reporter : ‘*‘ CHISOLM died a noble and Chris- 
tian death.” Of course he did. To die a really noble and truly 
Christian death, one must expire on a gibbet, assisted by one knot 
and two priests under the left ear. But in life we must prepare for 
death. How better than by following in the footsteps of Saints 
McGloin, Chisolm and others, who recently died noble and 
Christian deaths, according to the testimony of these same reve- 
rend confessors. Let us all become murderers and go to Canaan. 
There seems to be no failure, no delay, no uncertainty on that 


popular and blessed fast line controlled by Jack Ketch. 
* * * 


ENERAL G. T. BEAUREGARD, of New Orleans, 
recently wrote as follows to a banker in this city : 


“ You can assure your friends that if they come here on ‘ busi- 
ness,’ and to assist in developing the commerce and resources of 
our country, they will be cordially welcomed, whether Republicans 
or Democrats, and will be at liberty to vote as they please.” 


This magnanimity is as great as it is undeserved. When New 
Orleans people come to this city on ‘‘ business,” they are invaria- 
bly hanged or imprisoned for life, and we are surprised to learn 
of such mercy being accorded New Yorkers in the South. Not 
only are we allowed to live there, it seems (providing of course we 
go there on ‘‘ business”), but we can actually vote and enjoy the 
inestimable privilege of voting as we please, as provided for by 
the Constitution of the United States! This graciousness is all 
the more astonishing when one reflects how impossible it is for a 
Southerner to exercise his right as a citizen in this tyrannical 
State. But this is not all. Continuing, the General says : 


“In society they will be treated according to their personal 
merits.” 


This is really heaping coals of fire upon our heads. Our fierce 
cruelty to Southerners visiting among us, and the relentless 
spirit which has prompted us for years to ostracize them socially, 
irrespective of their personal merits, makes this tender forbear- 
ance all the harder to receive. There is no Southern lady or 
gentleman whose recollections of Northern society are pleasant- 
We have treated them brutally on all occasions, and have never 
failed to insult them when opportunity offered. But the General 
says further : 


‘* At this time, eighteen years after the war, only the worst class 
of politicians, North and South, are inclined to keep alive the 
bad feelings engendered by that war.” 


This, alas, is true. But the General’s insertion of the words 
“and South” is palpably made through politeness. 





It is only in 


the North that persons ‘‘ are inclined to keep alive the bad feel- 
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ings engendered by that war.” Weare rabid in our hatred of 
those who fought against us in the battles of blue and gray. We 
have never, in times of pestilence or flood, shown the slightest 
sympathy for our brethren of the South. We have steadily re- 
fused the hand stretched across the chasm, and have Strained 
every nerve to show that the fires of hate still raged in our bosoms. 
South, as we all know, and as this very language of the General 
shows, it has been and ig the reverse. He concludes thus: 


“‘ The people of the South, especially of Louisiana, want the 
capital and enterprise of the North to come here and assist in 
rebuilding our ruined homes and restore prosperity among us.” 


Aha! here we have the kernel of the General. It is to our 
Capital and not to ourselves that this abundant and hysterical 
welcome is accorded. The old flag—and an appropriation—is 
what the General sees in his fine and prophetic mind’s eye. We 
say the General, and we mean him, singly and individually, for 
we do not believe any sensible Southerner would endorse the 
silly twaddle we have just quoted. The civil war ended years 
and years ago, and neither side needs a Beauregard to recon- 
struct it. 

* * x 
From precedents already established by similarly great men 
of Massachusetts, it would seem that the only thing now 


left for Mr. BUTLER to do is to open a saloon. 
* * * 


— BOB PEPPER is one of the most distinguished 
citizens of Kentucky, and Mr. THOMAS RODMAN is the 
other. Both live in Frankfort, and Frankfort never forgets it, 
by day or by night. Each endeavors to eclipse the other in snake 
stories and other Kentucky accomplishments, and occasionally 
both will combine to startle the world. The last combination 
occured last week, when COLONEL PEPPER and Mr. RODMAN de- 
termined to have a swell hunt. They owned the most stylish 
team in all Kentucky and the noted trotters Code and Catchfly. 
These were pressed into service, A pair of retrievers, worth $500, 
two $300 shot guns; $20 in ammunition, wet and dry, together 
with waterproofs, telescopes, camp and garrison equipage, etc., 
etc., completed the outfit. They were gone three days. The 
entire town of Frankfort was ablaze with excitement. They re- 
turned, bringing one snipe and one rabbit. The game in that 
section lacks appreciation of style. 
* * * ‘ 
eveeas of our esteemed contemporaries are much excited 
over the possibility of ‘‘a social war” resulting from the 
laudable efforts of two operatic managers to cut each other’s 
throat. Upon what is this supposition based ? Who cares which 
lives or dies? What is all the tumult about? If two women 
cannot sing in a city as large as New York without bringing 
about a ‘‘social war,” the sooner our public institutions on 
Ward’s Island are enlarged, the better. 
* * * 


Y an error, Lire last week was made to give the reproof 

valiant to the Evening Post, when the real culprit was the 

Mail and Express. Our esteemed contemporary the Pos? will 

receive these amends, and our esteemed contemporary the Mai/ 

and Express be made aware that resentment sleeps with one eye 
open. 
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Photographer (to bald-headed man): EXCUSE ME, SIR; BUT THE TOP OF YOUR HEAD SHINES SO THAT IT 


WILL TAKE EXTRA BIG, SO IF YOU DO N’T MIND, SIR, I’Li JUST CHALK IT A BIT. 











THREE PICTURES. 


III. 
I. The Frost-King dons his icy diadem ; 
RONING of bees, and querulous tree frogs a-whirring ; And at his frown the earth grows grey and old. 
Odors of marjoram, and of the sweet bouncing-betty : Dead are the flowers, the scattered leaves are dead ; 
Lazy and sleek, the tabby cat drowsily purring ; Dead as the maiden’s heart, whence love is fled. 
Glimpses of sunflowers, yellow as gold is—and pretty. Dead is the snowy-shrouded year, and cold 


The winds shriek out its mournful requiem. 
Tinkle the bells of cows in the far-away meadow. 
Echo the notes of the bob-o-link deep in the cover. 





Shrinks from the sun, and seeks the cool touch of the shadow, - First JEALOus BARITONE (referring to successful 
Mignonette sweet as a maiden’s first kiss to her lover. Tenor): ** Looks like a Poll Parrot, do n’t he?” 
Yellow the dust, and hot as the rage of Berserker. SEconp J. B.: “Yes, and sings like one, too.” 


Idly the leaves of the aspen trees dangle and quiver. 
Busy the ants, and tireless each quick-bustling worker. 
Brazen the gleam of the sun on the slow-rolling river. 
II. 
The maples flame throughout the mottled grove ; 


First J. B.: “ And what an appropriate song that 
was for him—‘ O would that I could die.’ ”’ 


THE new colored cadet at West Point has not been 


The chestnuts cast their shelly burdens forth ; hazed, and is treated with studied respect by the white 
The thrifty squirrel hides his treasure-trove ; cadets. In this connection it may not be improper to 
The length’ning shadows creep out to the north. remark that the new colored cadet is six feet, one inch 
in height, with long arms and fists like dumb bells, and 

The smoke sinks low b th the leaden air ; 4 . wee 
The clouds heuiae Sodio en plendased fields, the general look of a healthy man who is aching for a 
As some fond maiden, in her mute despair, fight. Whatever else may be said about the West Point 


To her dead love a tearful tribute yields. cadets, they know who to haze. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF A MS. 


In A POLYGLOT FAMILY. 





INTRODUCTION. 
“| BE following sad tale has a pleasant conclusion, 
therefore the reader is warned that premature 
tears will be wasted. 
If this truthful record will for a moment lighten the 
cares of aspirants to literary honors and emoluments, 
then the author’s labors will not have been in vain. 





CuaptTer I. 
The First Voyage. 
i? was sent to a journal with fear and trembling on 
part of the author. Three months later it was 
returned to him with a delicate slip of paper pinned 
to its first page. On the paper was written, “ Re- 
spectfully declined.” 





CHAPTER II. 
Again to the Breach. 
hy was re-written and sent to another journal. This 
time the sender was more brave ; his last exper- 
ience had prepared him for what might come. After 
two weeks it came—back without a word. 





CHAPTER III. 
Alas ! 
A BOtmee journal returned it within twenty-four 
hours, with the following note: “We regret to 
say that the accompanying manuscript is not available 
for our periodical. We accordingly return it to your 


address. Very respectfully, your obliged and obedient 
servants, _— 





CHAPTER IV, 
Saved from Vivicremation. 

HE manuscript was thrown into the stove, but 
snatched from a fiery death by the valiant 
author. Another journal received and returns it, with 
the following encouraging note: “A very unpleasant 
subject—depicted with so much matter-of-fact truthful- 
ness as to make it disagreeable to any one—but—per- 

haps—a medical student.” 

The substitution of hyphens for other punctuation, 
and the general tone of the note acted as invigoratingly 
upon the author as does the November breeze upon 
the flowering hot-house-sweet-potato ; he gathered up 
his waning spirits and attacked a first class journal 
(entered at the Post Office as second class matter). 





CHAPTER V. 
Victory. 
EN days later the author rushes into his wife’s 
room, kisses her brown ringlets frantically as 
they hang suspended from the gas-bracket, then poses 
before her and bawls: “ Die Welt, die Welt, ist wun- 
derscheen.”’ * 


1 “ The world, the world is beautiful,’,—From a German song, 
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She is a calm creature, and as her deep grey eyes, 
which he swears are blue, are raised to him, says: 
“Try again, my dear, and I am sure you will succeed 
in waking Baby.” 

He, nothing daunted, poses once more, and sings: 
“Je suis gai, soyons gais—” * 

“ Husband, will you endeavor to have some sense, 
and tell me what is the matter ?”’ 

“ Guess.” 

“Some horrible amputation, I dare say.” 

“ Guess again.” 

“One of your sweet, delightfully bewildering cases, 
which is going to make you oblivious to all the world 
except your microscope for two weeks at least, and in 
the meanwhile no theatre, no party, no ball, no nothing 
for me.” (Why wé#Z grammar desert an angry 
woman ?) . 

“T tell you one thing, husband of my heart, if my 
little Edith wants to marry a physician, I ’1I——” 

“My dear, does it not occur to you that the remark 
is rather premature, inasmuch as your little Edith, in 
whom I also claim a small right of ownership, is not 
yet two years old?” 

“Nous verrons.—But what is the occasion of your 

very undignified conduct ?” 
“ Behold.” 





CHAPTER VI. 
A Letter. 


OFFICE OF ‘‘ LIFE,” 
NEw York, Nov. 8th, 1883. 
DEAR SIR: 
Inclosed you will find a check for $15 in pay- 
ment for manuscript entitled ‘“ Nosbnna.” 
Please read, and return enclosed proof. 
Yours very truly, 
EDITOR OF ‘ LIFE.” 
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CuapTer VII. k 
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beautiful rhythm—” 


“Spare me, Darling. But why do you suppose the 
Editor consents to publish it ?” 


THE OFT REJECTED MANUSCRIPT. 





2 “I am gay, let us be gay,”’ from ** La Belle Helene,”—French, 
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POLITICS IN ART. 
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VICTORY. 





“ Firstly, because of the intrinsic value of my pro- 
duction ; and secondly, as a moral lesson to other edi- 
tors who cannot see—” 

“A joke?” 

“ Precisely, my adored spouse, and furthermore—” 

“ Papapamapapamama—bot’l — bot’! — bot’l,” says 
little Edith, and the discussion ends. 





MORALS, 


1. Always enclose postage for return of your MS. to 
cover the event of an unappreciative editor’s desire to 
file the child of your brain—in the rapacious waste- 
basket. 


2. Nil desperandum. (See Latin Dictionary.) 


FERD. C. VALENTINE. 











V E have received from Messrs. T.B. Peterson & Bros. 

of the City of Brotherly Love, asmall olive-green 
volume entitled “Two Kisses,” by Mr. Hawley Smart. 
Not knowing Mr. Smart personally, we are not pre- 
pared to state how two kisses from him would be re- 
ceived by the public at large; our own impressions— 
despite the fact that Mr. Smart announces this to be 
his chef d’euvre—are that it would have been better for 
the world in general, and the author in particular, had 
“ Two Kisses” like those of which Oscar Wilde loved 
to sing, been left unkissed. 


There is nothing worthy of remark in the volume 
other than that the villain has an “avid eye,” and the 
paper on which the type has been dropped is in color 
a cross between a shrimp pink and a shad rose. 

If Mr. Smart would turn his quill into other fields, 
he might do better, and we tremble to think what suc- 
cess would be his should he ruthlessly loosen on an 
unsuspecting public a story about “ Three of a Kind,” 
or “ Four Aces; or, the Romance of a Royal Flush.” 





FIRST AID TO THE INJURED. 
LECTURE V.—Burns. 


I TURN the hose on him. 

+ 2. If the cuticular integument* be not broken, 
make a mixture of sweet oil, vaseline, molasses, and 
soft soap, and bathe the affected part with a cloth 
dipped in the mixture. 

3. If the cuticular integument be broken, make a 
mixture of alcohol, rum, oxalic acid, and Cheyenne 
pepper, and squirt the affected part with it by means 
of a syringe. 

4. It should be noticed that the proportions in which 
these liquids are mixed makes no difference. No doc- 
tor who really loves his profession ever descends to 
such trifles. 

5. Bind a tourniquet about the part affected. Of 
course every one knows what that is. 

6. Read to him Mr. Arnold’s essay on “ Numbers ” 
to serve as an anesthetic. 

7. If he have nothing of value about him, leave your 
card in his pocket after he is anesthetized, that he may 
have the satisfaction of knowing who his benefactor is. 


Lt. 





* Slang for skin, 
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A QUESTION OF IDENTITY. 


Mrs. SyMKINs DE Harris (to lady caller): “ Do we 
know the Hoggs? I don’t think we do. Do we, 
Maud ?” 

Younc SyMKINS DE Harris (age 11 years): “Oh, 
Ma, what a story! Didn’t Pa say he owed Mr. Hogg 
five thousand dollars, and he did n’t know where in the 
world it was to come from?” (Zadleau.) 





“I was only footing une of your late Bills,” remarked 
a fond father to his daughter, after kicking her sweet 
William out of the front yard. HB. j. 8. 





Hare RESTORER.—Game laws. 


Now that the government is rich enough to carry a 
letter for two cents, we would humbly suggest that it 
stop making the postal cards of blotting-paper. 


OLD TIME’S DEATH. 


Twas noon (old time); the busy clocks 
A brief while ceased their ticking ; 
I crept behind my sweetheart, Nell, 
My way with soft feet picking. 


I snatched a kiss; she blushed and screamed, 
And vowed me base to win it, 

And that she ’d run to tell her ma 
That very, very minute. 


‘* Old Time is dead !”’ I cried with joy, 
“‘ And for this blessed quarter 
All laws are off! ’Tis mo time now! 

I would not wish it shorter.’’ 


* * * * * * * 


The clocks struck twelve, and Nell’s dear cheeks 
Were bright as Summer’s posies; 

New time for us winged on its way, 
And strewed it deep with roses. 


J. T. WHEELWRIGHT. 











CLIPPED FROM THE NEW YORK 
OF 2021. 


(Price One Mill.) 


Did Cesnola Paint Hercules’ Nose Red? Damaging Testimony 
in the Famous Libel Suit. 


THE celebrated libel suit of Feuardent vs, Cesnola was up 

again yesterday in the U. S. Circus Court. Mr. Feuard- 
ent’s executor sat by his counsel as if confident of the result, 
while Mr. Di Cesnola’s great grandson, who inherited this law- 
suit by his great grandfather’s will, moved uneasily in his seat. 
Some annoyance was experienced at the opening by the sudden 
death of one of the jurors, as he left no children to take his place 
and his long-lost twin brother had to be found before the trial 
could proceed. By some happy chance the gentleman happened 
to be in the Court room at the time, and the strawberry mark on 
his left arm having been sworn to before a Notary Public, he was 
allowed to sit on the Jury. 

The first witness called was the nephew, three generations re- 
moved, of Mr. Clarence Cook. He testified that his grandfather 
had told him that his brother had heard it said that M. di Cesnola 
had ordered Hercules’ nose to be painted red with luminous paint, 
so that when the Director of the Museum wished to walk 
amongst the statues at night he would not have to light the gas. 

Young M. di Cesnola jumped to his feet, and before his coun- 
sel could interfere, offered to “restore ’’ the witness by “‘ putting 
ahead” on him, The witness retorted by stating that he had 
no doubt the defendant could do it, having had experience. 
Counsel here interfered and the belligerents were quieted before 
any damage had been done. 

The witness also stated that a new collar had been placed upon 
Statuette No. 41144, named in the catalogue “ Lydia E. Pink- 
ham.” Witness on cross-examination stated that while in Four- 
teenth St. the statuette of Mrs. Pinkham had no collar on it, but 
admitted that he had heard of collars appearing more to advant- 
age after a wash. Statue might have been washed and collar have 
been found. Witness had heard of suspenders being found on 
objects after wash had been applied. Witness denied that his 
great great uncle ever wrote a “‘ Cook Book,” but stated that he 
had seen some very ‘‘ tart books” written by his uncle g. g. 

The witness was then dismissed. 

The plaintiff’s counsel called for the Editor of the A7t Review, 
but that gentleman had just died. The defense offered to per- 
mit a Post-mortem examination, but the Court declared it in- 
admissible. 

The trial was then adjourned until to-morrow at nine o’clock, 
when the plaintiff expects to prove that Venus retired one even- 
ing without any nose and appeared the next day with a full- 
blown one. 


‘‘HERALD” 





THE INTELLIGENT VOTER. 


M R. PATRICK McHOOLEY, one of the leading Democrats 

of the Twenty-second Ward and residing during the sum- 
mer season at Shantee-on-Rocks, descended from his castle upon 
Riverside Crag to the street one of the cold, snappy mornings of 
the week past. He was met by his bosom friend, Mr. Denis 
O’Toole, and the following conversation ensued : 

“Top o’ the marnin’ to yez, Paddy !” 

‘*May the beamin’ sun shine an_yer pathway this marnin’, 
Dinnis !”’ K res 

‘*’T is a purthy cowld snap were a-havin’, Paddy.” 

‘* Yer roight, Dinnis, me bye; an’ whoile oi’ve been a good 
Jimmycrat since oi first set foot in this counthry, oi’m goin’ to 
change my polutics !” 

‘*Sure an’ phwat’s that fur, Pat ?” 

‘Wil, begorry, ye know thim Tammany and Counthy Jimmy- 
crats farmed a cohibition an’ unoited on’ John Roily fur registher!” 

‘* Vis, Paddy.” 

‘* Oi opposed his nomination, an’ moved to throw him under 
the table ontil the nixt matin’.” 

oar 

‘If he’d been thrown under the table fur a wake, he 'd niver 
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LINES TO A BULL-CHASED MAN. 


INGER not, brother, 
There on the lea, 
E’en though fair flowerets 
Be tempting thee; 
Though their aroma, their beauty, their grace, 
Tempt thee to dwell in that sweet-scented place. 


Linger not, brother, 
E’en though the view— 
N., S., and E.— 
Presents grandeur to you; 
E’en though a lake, in the distance, is seen, 
With valleys, and hills, and bold crags in between. 


Linger not, brother, 
With dreamy air— 
Castles in Spain 
Are out of place there. 
Stop not to murmur some beautiful rhyme— 
Wordsworth and Keats ’ll do some other time. 
WALLACE PECK. 





av’ bin nominated ; but no, begorry, the prisident knocked a hole 
in the table wid his club, an’ sez, sez he: ‘The gintleman is in 
disarder!’ An’ with that, sivin or eight halers jumps up an’ 
puts me in arder, an’, begorry, oi wuz more disardered afther bein’ 
put in arder thin I waz before oi wuz ardeied to be put in undis- 
arder. Thin they nominated this man Roily for registher an’ 
paid me foive dollars an’ I voted fur him.” 

“é Vis.” 

‘* An’ now see what they ’ve brought an the city. This cowld 
snap comes on an’ we all freeze. Phwat the Divil is the good av 
havin’ a registher if he do n’t keep the city warrum! That ’s what 
oi want to know, Dinnis.” 

“‘ That ’s what oi say, Pat. 
year?” 

‘*Some man with axperience, Dinnis; and oi say there ’s only 
wan man in town what knows how to do it.” 

‘** An’ who ’s he, Pat ?” 

‘*Shpinola, bedad! Wid his shtame heatin’ comp’ny.” 

“Vez can count on my vote, bedad !” 

‘Thank ye, Misther O’Toole. There goes the whustle, an’ 
oi must go ter me wurruk on the poipes.” 

And the two imported statesmen hied them to their labors. 

J. K. Bancs. 


Who’ll we run fur the place nixt 
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THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT GOVERNOUR. 


AN ANTIQUE METRE STRETCHED TO A MODERN VERSION. 


a 
T is an Ancient Governour, 
a And he pr vagy one of three : 
a wedding guest. ‘* By thy bold cheek, by thy cock-eye, 


Now wherefore stopp’st thou me? 


‘**?Tis now a new Convention time, 
And thither am I sent : 

The suffering Democrats have met 
To choose a President.” 


He holds him with that curious eye. 
The Delegate stood still, 

And listens like a henchman true— 
The Governour hath his will. 


‘** Now, once there was a goodly ship, 
And beginneth a Her name the old ‘ Bay State,’ 
“= All goodly was he? fair outside, 
And she carried a goodly freight. 


‘* A goodly freight in that grand old ship, 
And bright her prospects then ; 

But the people in a fit of glee, 

Or else of madness, it may be, 

Cried out together in accents free, 
‘ Let ’s give the ship to Ben!’ 





“ And out into the sterm 
Sailed forth the vessel.” 


‘The ship was cheered, the harbor cleared, 

And out into the storm The ship 
Sailed forth the vessel, past the flats, So 
With a crew of ‘old line’ Democrats . 

And I in my uniform ! 


‘* At length was seen, through the dismal sheen 
That lay upon the sea, 

A weak and piteous phantom bird, 
Yclept Democracee. 


‘* Though very shy, yet by-and-bye 


The phantom bird did follow: A hungry bird 
And every day, for food or play, =" 


Came to the Governour’s holloo.” 


** God save thee, ancient Governour, 
And keep thee lustily !— 

Why look ’st thou so ?”’—“ With my cross-bow 
I shot Democracee.”” 





“T shot Democracee.” 


II. 


Down sank the sun with sullen red, 
Down into the stormy sea : 

With terrible shock, we struck a rock, 
The rock of Tewksburee. 


Now idly lies my wreckéd ship ; 
Try all the means I can, The old man 
As idly as a speech of mine — 
Affects an honest man. 


Voters, voters, everywhere ! 
But all for Georgius D. 
Voters, voters, everywhere, 
But not enough for me. 


A phantom ship then hove in sight, 

And naught her way retards, They meet a 
Upon her deck two ghastly sprites — 

Are playing a game of cards. 


And well I ween, there could be seen, 
As on the vessel came, 

The skinny ghost of Democracee, 
And it played a ‘‘ skinny” game. 


But the other wight, an honest sprite, 
Called out in accents brave : 

‘* T have won, for mine are the highest cards ; 
You only hold the £nave /” 
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“ Upon ber deck two ghastly sprites 
Are playing a game of cards.’’ 


As soon as that word was plainly heard, 
Uprose my ghostly men, 

And dropping in fine, the name ‘‘ old line,” 
They became ‘‘ independents ’”’ then. 


Now by their aid the wreck was stayed, 
He loseth his By the men of each degree, 
grip. But not a thing did they leave for me, 
: Not even an LZ.D. / 


Now, this is my fate, thus to relate 
To all the people free, 

That the man who only cares for pelf, 

Whose only object is himself, 

The sooner, the better, he ’s laid on the shelf, 
To save our dear countree. 


When thus he found that an honest heart 
Wins a more successful fame, 
A better judge of politics, 
That delegate became. 
AUREA. 





AMERICAN ARISTOCRACY. 
No. X. 


“Why, so didst thou: Seem they grave and learned ? 
Why, so didst thou : Come they of noble family ? 
Why, so didst thou: Seem they religious ? 
Why, so didst thou: Or are they spare in diet ?” 
Henry V., Act II., 2. 


"| answer to this Shakesperian conundrum is most probably 

that it was because that they were spare in diet. Look at 
Mrs. BERGAMOT MILLEFLEURS, #ée BERGAMOT, relict of the late 
lamented ADRIAN MILLEFLEURS, who died of acute paralysis, 
complicated with chronic bankruptcy, some twelve years ago. 
Mrs. MILLEFLEURS’ position in SOCIETY, it may be safe to say, 
has been attained by a proud and continuous devotion to poverty. 
Poverty, in fact, is Mrs. MILLEFLEURs’ strong point, and her 
pride in its possession, is therefore pardonable. 

Most persons blessed with a marked talent for losing property 
or inability to accumulate it, are so ignorant of the true value of 
their gift, as actually to deplore it. Far from rising to the con- 
scious dignity of such a noble possession as poverty, they will 
endeavor to conceal it, and will on the slightest pretext, such as 
the demise of a rich and feeble-minded uncle, fling it away and 
grovel in the benighted pleasures of wealth with an adandon which 
confirms one’s most pessimistic view of human nature. Suth, I 
am glad to say, is not the case with that haughty and exclusive 
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set of which Mrs. MILLEFLEURS is the leader. Mrs. MILLE- 
FLEURS recognizes the fact that there is nothing so characteristic 
of true blue blood as mohair furniture, a corroding mortgage, 
mildewed lambrequins, plenty of bills and no money. She knows 
that to be truly imposing, your aristocrat must be a trifle moth- 
eaten. Enrich him, and he straightway loses caste, even as a 
Pompeiian bronze depreciates when the precious green mantle of 
age has been polished from.it by ignorant hands, Like Stilton 
cheese, he is at his best when in somewhat decayed circumstances. 
Knowing this, and absolutely certain of her own unimpeachable 
and steadfast impecuniosity, Mrs. MILLEFLEURS. certainly has a 
right to be even a trifle overbearing towards less fortunate aristo- 
crats to whom a greasy million or so still clings. 

Withal, she is gracious even to those who are rich. She 
knows that some of us cannot help being in affluence, and that, 
although we are doing our best to bequeath genteel poverty to 
our posterity, we are unable to quite secure it for ourselves. She 
therefore magnanimously accepts the will for the deed, and 
visits and receives us unhappy millionaires just as kindly as she 
would if we were paupers. Of course, going to her house, we 
cannot but be shamed by her palpably superior dearth of furni- 
ture and edibles; but the cordiality with which she receives us 
compensates in no small degree. 

Mrs. MILLEFLEURS’ drawing room, as an exhibition of poverty 
and hauteur, is the product of nothing less than genius. Like all 
the works of true genius, it is simplicity itself. The exquisitely 
slippery mohair sofas, a deranged spinning-wheel, half a dozen 
ancient instruments of torture known as straight-back chairs, a 
piano built when Czsar Augustus was a little boy, an efagére 
with china dogs and some waxworks, a centre table with rheuma- 
tism in three of its legs, and a rocker which fills one with distrust 
—these are its belongings, and it is proudly upholstered with four 
blue curtains and eleven ancestors. What more eloquent of patri- 
cian pride? What more befitting its exponent ? 

Here, by the hour, Mrs. MILLEFLEURS will entertain you most 
delightfully. Beginning by adroitly noticing that Ancestor No. 
I is a little lopsided on the wall, she launches into his minute 
history, which, of course, merges at length into that of Ancestor 
No. 2, and that again, in course of time, brings up Ancestor No. 
3, and so on throughout the list. I myself have heard this so 
often that I can repeat the biography of each forwards or back- 
wards, from that of the red-nosed patriarch in a frilled shirt, who 
is Ancestor No. 11, to the bland young lady with lambrequins 
down each side of her forehead, whom I know to be Mrs. MILLE- 
FLEURS’ maiden aunt, and concerning whose celibacy she relates 
a most touching and lengthy romance. 

‘* Ah!” Mrs. MILLEFLEUkS will conclude, with a sigh and a 
proud glance which includes all the ancestors, ‘‘times have 
so changed. Mow it is money, money, money—nothing else, I 
assure you. When poor, dear grandpapa was living (there is his 
picture—the one with the wart on the Ieft side of the nose) he 
was my mother’s father—Stephen Bergamot—of course you have 
heard of him, my dear; the entire family is historical—when 
he was living, New York was a very, very different place. 
Grandpapa’s house was on Bowling Green, and I often remember 
hearing him speak of his father-in-law, DIETRICH KOBBLESTON 
Von KaRTOFEL (the one on the left—the bald-headed one), and 
of how he used to talk about money to my grandmama—she 
was a KARTOFEL ; but, of course, the whole world knows that, 
my dear. There, you see her on the left of the mantel. There 
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is a history goes with that picture, by the way, and it will inter- 
est you. You see, my grandmamma’s step-mother,” etc., etc. 

Now, what could be more delightfully patrician? Why, merely 
to sit in that room and look at those Ancestors is inspiring, even 
without the history which goes with them. How disagreeable, 
going thence, to re-enter our own garish sa/on and realize that 
our Ancestors were cursed with either property or intelligence, or 
both, and transmitted them to us. Knowing as well as we do, 
that to belong truly to the ancien regime we must be mouldy and 
indigent, and own nothing but a few square yards of Ancestors 
and an expression of hauteur, our hopeless inability to shake off 
our property and accumulate progenitors in oil would tempt us 
all to suicide, were it not that we know that Mrs. MILLEFLEURS is 
willing to overlook our riches and come to our dinners just as 
regularly and sweetly as she would if we were poor. Of course 
there \is a marked condescension in her manner when she does 
this, but can we blame her? What are we millionaires at best ? 
What can wedo? Merely direct commerce, elevate art, give im- 
petus to science and furnish the sinew for those who widen the 
limits of human knowledge and prosperity. That is our utmost 
power. Pooh! How do we feel in Mrs. MILLEFLEUR’S drawing- 
room, when those Ancestors blink at us from the wall? Ha! 
Seem we grave and learned? Come we of noble family? Seem 
we religious ? Are we spare in diet ? 
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PATENT POLICE REFORM. 





i Mr. Henry Irving, during his engagement in this city, has 

been deservedly accorded high praise and as strong censure. 
No actor has ever made warmer friends or more bitter foes. The 
friends are vastly in majority. The foes are mainly critics. 
When the managing editor of a newspaper says to a writer in his 
employ, “Mr. Carp, please take charge of the theatrical col- 
umn,’’ the words are supposed to at once fill Mr. Carp witha 
consummate knowledge of the fine arts, of oratory, acting, 
dramatic literature, stage effect and movement, and to endow him 
with a judgment ot actors which is infallible. Mr. Carp, having 
been appointed critic of the New York Evening Chill, of course 
is thenceforth a most tremendous person. Asa ‘“‘ professional” 
critic he is, of course, vastly more intelligent and discriminating 
than is the humble and obscure drudge, whose sole qualification 
for judging dramatic affairs is a practical knowledge of them 
acquired by years of close study and careful observation. To 
judge of the merits of an orchestra, we all concede that an inti- 
mate knowledge of music is necessary. We agree, too, that a 
competent critic of painting must be acquainted with the laws of 
art as applied to color, drawing, tone and perspective. We 
would scarcely accept as a connoisseur of watches a man who 
could not distinguish between a main-spring, a hair-spring, and a 
hand-spring. But in average dramatic criticism we are less par- 
ticular. We are ready to accept a man as our dictator who 
knows nothing of oratory, nothing of stage mechanism, nothing 
of dramatic construction or stage effect, practically, and whose 
theories of the drama are as wild and impracticable as those of a 
Feejee Islander on electrical railways. We accept him—why ? 
Because he writes for a newspaper, and his opinions are published. 
Still, we flock to see an actor whom he damns, and enjoy a play 
which he pronounces worthless. This is an anomalous position 
which would be hard to explain. 

But to return to Mr. Irving. He has been cordially received, 
His engagement has been an unquestionable success. Despite 
mannerisms which we Americans do not like, his acting has im- 
pressed us. His Mathias we admired as a fine weird bit of exag- 
geration and fantastic action. His Charles J. we pronounced ex- 
quisitely picturesque, but somewhat lacking in pathos. His 
Shylock, for three acts, was mediocre and in the fourth act good 
but not great. His versatility in The Lyons Maii pleased us, and 
his Louis XJ. we applauded and endorsed as a truly great and 
artistic performance. There is no danger of Mr. Irving’s failing 
to impress a fair-minded and intelligent audience with the fact 
that he is an artist, and in places a great actor, as well as a stage- 
manager. In this last capacity he certainly will compel his 
most malignant detractor to silence. 

The week has been somewhat uneventful. The operatic war 
of course continues. It is a Kilkenny affair, which many of us 
cordially hope will terminate in true Kilkenny fashion. Madame 
Janauschek, with the orthodox travelling company, has been 
thundering at the Grand Opera House. De mortuis nil nisi 
bonum. ‘The Madison Square Theatre is in the throes of parting 
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with the Rajah. ‘The Rajah’s head should have fallen six months 
ago. A*new play, ‘‘ Duty,” by Henry C. De Mille, is to suc- 
ceedit. Mr.G. U. Hopkins, whose stage name is Frank Lincoln, 
made his American debut at the Madison Club Theatre recently. 
He is a most versatile and clever mimic, and kept a highly in- 
telligent audience in hysterics fortwo hours, He will, I think, be 
a success. He is an American, but has hitherto only appeared 
abroad. 
: a Oe 


‘‘LE ROMAN DE LA ROSE.”’ 


W HITE roses full in beauty blow; 
Let us enjoy them ere they go, 

With petals floating pale to die, 

Woed by the south wind’s melody. 


Sweeter when fluttering to their doom 
Than in the glory of their bloom, 
Life’s fairest roses die for this : 
The whisper of inconstant bliss. 
x E. T. 





THE latest publications of Mr. O’Donovan Rossa 
are of such an incendiary character that the printer 
was obliged to employ a fireproof-reader. 


S1ncE John L. Sullivan has opened his bar-room, it 
is said that he gives the true Hub punch. 
















RENDER VNTO S$CISSOR$ THOSE 
THINGS WHICH ARE $CISSORS > 


$* PAVL TO THE FENIANS IV., 1, 44.. 





SPECIAL cable despatches are worn so thin by the time they reach 
this side that they must be padded to be presentable.—New 
Orleans Picayune. 


A NOTICE of a certain lecturer states that ‘‘he always carries his 
audience with him.” We thought, when we heard him, he’d have to, 
lf he wanted to have any.—Zoston Post. 


IT may appear strange, but nevertheless it is a fact, that rich young 
ladies are often pressed for money. If you don’t believe it, ask the 
young men who do the pressing.— Yonkers Statesman, 


An authority on angling says that the best way to brain a trout is to 
hit the fish on the head. Fishermen who held that the best way to 
brain a trout was to amputate its tail, will now see their error.—Vor- 
ristown Herald, 

No MATTER what kind of a winter is predicted, no matter whether it 
is to be away down below zero, or away up above blood-heat, the 
clergyman will not be troubled with a sore throat until the summer 
sets in, and it is time to go and rusticate in Palestine.—Puck. 


A STOCKHOLDER in a Western narrow-gauge railroad made a call at 
headquarters, the other day, and remarked to the president, ‘‘I notice 
that the gross receipts for October show a decrease over September.” 
‘* Yes, sir.” ‘*Can you explain the matter?” ‘Certainly, sir. In 
September we carried a family of seven persons from Dashville to 
Blanktown, and the receipts were swelled. During October we only 
got hold of a blind man, two cars of lumber and a dozen barrels of 
salt, and the receipts shrunk.” ‘‘ And what is the outlook ?” ‘“ Splen- 
did, sir. So far this month we have more than paid for the wood and 
oil for the locomotive, and if we get a shipment of six hogs, as prom- 
ised us yesterday, I believe we can pay the conductor at least five per 
cent. of his back salary.”"— Wall Street News. 
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PUBLISH : 
CHAMPLIN’'S BOOKS 


For YOUNG FOLKS. 


Common Things, $3. 
Persons and Places, $3.50. 


CYCLOPADIAS OF 


WALL PAPER 





Decorate and Beautify your 
Homes, Offices, &c. 


QUAINT, RARE AND CURIOUS PAPERS BY 
EMINENT DECORATIVE ARTISTS, 


Close Figures given on Large Contracts. 
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Brut. 
‘*Should be placed wherever children meet for If youintend to sell your house, paper it, : 
lessons and reading.” —Boston Advertiser. as it will bring from $2000 to $3000 more 4 LuVwrerace 
after having been Papered. Samples and 49 BroapSt 
Book on Decorations mailed free. N-Y: 
History oF THE War BA ssc, 
H. BARTHOLOMAE & CO., , us: 





FOR THE UNION. 
Illustrated, $2.75. 
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Write for Particulars. 
Subscriptions and advertisements receiv- 


| ed for Lire and other first-class publica- 


124 & 126 W. 33D ST., (near B’way,) N. Y. 
| tions. Low rates given. 


VOLUME I. OF “ LIFE.” 
| Cc. M. CANTY, 


Handsomely and durably bound, for sale at the publication office. | Room 3, 186 DEVONSHIRE ST., 
Price, postage free, $5.00,- To subscribers returning a complete file of Boston, Mass., U. S. A. 
Volume I, the same will be forwarded for $2.50. The Critic 


“ The best literary and critical jour- 
nal in America.” N.Y. FREEMAN'S 
JOURNAL. 











Address, Office of - LIFE .- 
1155 Broadway, New York. 











PARNELL STE IE TC 


Send one, two, 
three or five dol- 
elars for a retail 


box, by express, of the best Candies in the world, put 
up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison St., CHICAGO. 





= Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both.””—SHAKESPEARE. 


“Comunon Sense’ Lunch Room, 
135 BRoapway (cor. Cedar St.), 
pannel P. WHEDON, Some. 


THE FONTOGRAPH. 


Always Writes. Ink for Ten Days. 
Never Clogs. Wear for Ten Years. 







Price from $1.50 to $10. Call and Try it. 
Send for List. Agents Wanted. 


THE A. S. FRENCH CO., M’r’rs, 
Ground Floor W. U. Tel. B’ld’g, 199 B’way, New York. 


GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


60 JoHN STREET, NEw YorRK. 





This taper is printed with our cul ink. 


Free ! Cards and Chromos. 


We will send free by maii a sample set of our large Ger- 
man, French, and American Chromo Cards, on tinted and 
gold ‘grounds, with a price list of over 200 different designs, 
on receipt of a stamp for postage. We will also send free 
by mail as samples, ten of our beautiful Chromos, on receipt 
ot ten cents to pay for packing and postage ; also enclose a 
confidential price list of our large oil chromos Agents 
wanted. Address F. Gireason & Co., 46 Summer Street, 
Boston, Mass. 
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LIFE 


Cheap, Strong and Durable, 
Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to 
any part of the United States for $1. 


Address, office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 
155 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





A Leading London Phys: 
ician establishes an 
Office in New York 
for the Cure of 


EPILEPTIC FITS. 
From Am.Journalof Medicine, 
eserole (late of London), who makes a spe- 
clay at Pgpiiopey: has without doubt treated and cured 
more cases than Say other living z ny His success 
—- L534 been astonishing; we bave heard of cases of 
ding successfully cured by him. He 
has paul fehed @ work on this disease, which he sends 
with a large bottle of his wonderful cure free to any suf. 
ferer who may send their fen ag ae P.0. Address We 


ishi: to 
nae “Dre AE AB MESEROLE. No. 96. 96 John ohn 8t., New York. 
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General Logan’s Great Play. 


THE play treats upon certain incidents of the 


late cival war and the romantic experiences of a | 


certain Major Algernon Bellville, U. S. A., who 
is beloved by Maud Glynne, daughter of a Confed- 
erate general. The plot turns upon the young lady’s 
unsuccessful effort to convey intelligence of a pro- 
posed sortie to her lover in the Union ranks. She is 
slain while masking in male attire by Reginald De 
Courcey, a rejected lover, who is serving as her 
father’s aide-de-camp. This melancholy tragedy is 
enacted at a spot appointed by the lovers as a ren- 
dezvous. Major Belleville rushes in to find his fair 
idol a corpse. He is wild with grief. The melo- 
drama concludes thus : 

De Bell.—Aha! Who done this deed ? 

Lieutenant Smythe.—Yonder Reginald De Courcey 
done it, for I seen him when he done it. 

Reginald.—’Sdeath ! ’Tis a lie—upon my honor. 
I did n’t do no such thing. 

De Bell.—Thou must die. (Draws his sword.) 
Prepare to meet thy Maker. (Stabs him.) 

Reginald (falling).—I see angels. (Dies.) 

De Bell.—Now leave me, good Smythe; I fain 
would rest. (Exit Smythe.) O Maud, Maud, my 
spotless pearl, what craven hand has snatched thee 
from our midst ? But I will follow thee. Aha, what 
have we here? A phial of poison secreted in the 
stump-of this gnarled oak ! 

I thank thee, auspicious heaven, for this sweet 
boon. (Drinks poison.) Farewell, my native land; I 
die for thee. (Falls and writhes.) Oh, horror! what 
if the poison be drugged ?—no, no ; it must not be--I 
must die -O Maud—O flag—O my sweet country ! 


I reel, I cannot see—my heart is bursting——-Oh! | 


(Dies.) (Enter troops.) 

General Glynne.—Aha! My daughter! And Belle- 
ville, too! Both dead! Howsad—how mortifying. 
Convey them to yonder cemetery, and bury them 
side by side under the weeping willow. They were 
separated in life; in death let them be united. 
(Slow curtain.)—From the Chicago News. 








IMPORTANT. 


a you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
ressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAND 
Un ION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 


Four Hundred and ifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 


cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 


day. European plan. Elevator. Restaurant supplied | 


with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 


all depots. Families can live better for less money at the | 


Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 
the city. 


WANTED —Ladies and Young Men wishing ro earn $1 
to $3 every day quietly at their homes ; work furnished ; 
sent by mail; no canvassing ; no stamps required for reply. 
Please address EDWARD F. DAVIS & CO. -, 58 South 
Main Street, Fall River, Mass. 
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-HEGEM AN’ S GASTRICINE. 


A specific for dy 7: Sold im all druggists. 25 and 
50 cents per box. nt by mail. J. N. Heceman & Co., 
Broadway, corner 8th Street, N. y? 





DITMAN’S TRUSS—Annexed Broadway and Barclay 
St. A Truss for Rupture can be fitted with intelligence 
that the wearer will get the greatest comfort. Private 
apart nents for Ladies and Gentlemen. 


AMUSEMENTS. 


ALY’S THEATRE. BROADWAY AND aothsp AND 
| Under the management of Mr. AUGUSTIN hae 
Orchestra, $1. 50 ; Dress Circle, $1 ; Second Balcony, soe, 

Every night 8: 15; Over 10:40; Matinees begin at 2, 
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SON and W. BEEKMAN. 
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Harvey D. PARKER & Co, 
BOSTON, MASS. 





| HARVEY D. PARKER, JOSEPH H BECKMAN, 


EDWARD O. PUNCHARD, 





| Hand -Made 
SOUR MASH WHISKEYS. 
| OLD CROW RYE. 
| HERMITAGE, 
MAYFIELD. 


4 TO 12 YEARS OLD 





Sold absolutely pure, uncolored, unsweetened. 
| None sold until four summers old. $3.50 to 
| | $9.00 to families. To the trade, at trade prices. 
Finest Wines and Liquors. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 
NEW YORK. 


69 FuLTon St. 


CONSUMPTION. 





ave & positive remedy for the abov 
© worst kind and of alist ~~ 
deed, so strong is Plsetber faith a 
twee cere wil a Two LES 


UABLE TREATISE on this disease, to an 2 naval: Es. 
Ly + O, address, Dit. T. A, 8! TM. 181 Poari 8t., N. ¥. 








~CHAMPAGNES 


Boucue Fits & Company, 


BRANCH HOUSES: 


Are now shipping their Cuvees of 1878 Wines, the quality of which will make them rank among the 
finest ever imported into the United States. 


MAXIMUM, Very Dry 
NAPOLEON'S CABINET, Extra Dry. 
DRY VERZENAY. 


For SALE BY ALL THE Best WINE MERCHANTS AND GROCERS THROUGHOUT THE STATES. 


‘WINE GROWERS, MAREUIL SUR-AY (Champagne), 


23 Boulevard Haussmann, Paris ; 37 Beaver Street, New York. 





1158 BROADWAY, COR, 2 mS ST. 
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THE GOOD NEWS 


GREATAMERICAN 


7? LADIES! 


Greatest inducements ever o/- 
E fered, Now’s your time to get up 
‘ — ¢: ar A our pre poretenaey Keng 
and Coffees, and secure a beaut 

ComMPANY ful Gold Band or Moss Rose China 
Tea Set, 7 eyo feo 
Moss Rose Dinner Set, or Goid Band Moss 

Och Dont eae Set. For full yy address 

THE euser AMERICAN TEA CO., 

P. O. Box 289. 





31 and 33 V ~~ St., New Y ork 


| STEEL 
PENS 


" ASTERBROO 


Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 
THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York. 
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BILLIARDS. 


The Collender Billiard and Pool Tr. ables 





have received the first premiums, the latest Tnumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 18 At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY, 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston. 
15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. 113 S. oth St., Philadelphia. 
84 and 86 State St., * Chicago 367W. altimore St. Baltimore. 


MARCO AY. 


mAvneAY sie 


BHARcOn 
TABLET. 


‘* THE difference,” said Twistem, ‘‘ between a good- 
natured lover and a bleak, open plain, appears to be 
this: One’s a mild wooer and the other’s a wild 
moor.”— Pittsburg Telegraph. 





It is stated that the dentists of this country use a 
ton of gold a year in filling teeth. We know it—we 
know it. We recollect perfectly when one-half that 
amount was dropped into a sensitive tooth of ours at 
one blow. It nearly killed us.—Rockland Courier. 
Has the right hand of the average photographer 
forgot its cunning, or what is the nature of the wash- 
out down the line, anyway. As yet, we have seen no 
reference to the fact that the movements of Henry 
Irving on these shores are accompanied by considera- 
ble Miss Terry.— Z7exas Siftings. 





A LONDON journal says: ‘‘ One-half the cigarettes 
smoked in the United States are consumed by Ameri- 
can ladies.” Ah, yes, but maybe you didn't know 
that all the Protestant churches in America are 
run as distilleries during week days, and that the pre- 
sident of Harvard College tends bar at the gymna- 
sium. There is ever so much about the United States 
the Villard tourists did not have time to learn.— 
Burlington Hawkeye. 








BANKERS. 


~ WILLIAM POLLOCK, 
BANKER AND BROKER, 


No. 25 Pine St., N.Y. 


All issues of Government Senaisien: Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, 


MEMBER NEW YORK STOCK EXCHANGE. 














Cobia Sandford & Co.. 


Merchant Tazlors and Importers, 
16 West 23d STREET, 





Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel, New York 


All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 





Being the VERY HIGHEST AWARD 
EXCEPTIONAL 8 


comparisons by the BEST 


























A NEW ILLUSTRATED 


—. 


MASON & HAMLIN ORGANS. 


4 CABLE DISPATCH ANNOUNCES THAT AT THE 


International Industrial Exhibition 
(1883) Now IN PROGREss (1883) aT 


AMSTERDAM, NETHERLANDS, 


THESE ORGANS HAVE BEEN AWARDED THE 


GRAND DIPLOMA OF HONOR, 


e the GOLD MED. and 
En EXCELLENCE. ~ ia coty fee 


THUS IS CONTINUED THE UNBROKEN SERIES OF TRIUMPHS OF THESE ORGANS 


AT EVERY GREAT WORLD’S INDUSTRIAL EXHIBITION 
FOR SIXTEEN YEARS, 


No other American Organs having been found equal to them in any. 


THE RECORD OF TRIUMPHS of MASON & HAMLIN ORGANS in such gevere and poctonge 
JUDGES OF SUCH INSTRUMENTS IN THE WORLD now stands : 

















PARIS, VIENNA, | SANTIAGO,| PHILA., PARIS, MILAN, AERDOM, 
1867 1878 18%5 1876 1878 1881 1888 
FRANCE, AUSTRIA. CHILI. CU. 8. AMER. FRANCE. ITALY. ETHERLANDS 
The Testimony of Musicians is Equally Emphatic. 
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CATALOGUE F OR 1883-4 











(dated October, 1883) is pow ready and will be sent free; including MANY NEW STYLES--the best 
assortment and most attractive organs we have ever offered. One Hunxprep Stvzes are fully described 
and illustrated, adapted to all uses, in plain and elegant cases in natural woods, and superbly decorated 
in gold, silver, and colors. Prices, $22 for the smallest size, but having as much power as any single 
reed organ and the characteristic Mason & Hamlin excellence, up to $900 for the largest size. Sixty 
Srries between $78 and $200. Sold also for easy payments. Catalogues free. 









Si ete dare ee Wa ae THE MASON & HAMLIN ORGAN AND PIANO C0., 
Fond to be pertect pace. Price on iy £6 ts Portex gent by math 164 Tremont St., Boston; 46 E. 14th St.(Union Square), New York; 149 Wabash Ave., Chicaga 
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Underwear and Hosiery. 





Ladies’, Gentlemen’s and Children’s Medi- 
cated Scarlet Cashmere Under-Vests and 
Drawers. Gentlemen’s and Boys’ Fancy 
Colored Merino Shirts and Pants. A great 
variety of Gentlemen’s Best English ‘‘ Derby 
Ribbed” Cashmere Half Hose, solid colors. 
A special importation for Boys in short leg- 
ged heavy Winter Drawers. 





Droadooy KH 19th él. 


NEW YORK. 
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1 will never buyany bul And J will never sel] any 
HARTSHORNS ROLLERS = but HARTSHORNS! 


These famous Steel Pens com- 
bine the essential 
ah nee = 
uited to all styles ¢ Ww ‘ 
For sale everyw: 


Ivison, Blakeman, Taylor & Co.. N. Y. 




















THE FINEST 


CLOTH OFGOLD 
“Straight Mesh’? Cigarette 


NOW READY. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 





THE 


United States 


MUTUAL 


Accident 


ASSOCIATION. 


PROVIDES INDEMNITY 
AGAINST ACCIDENTS 
WHICH CAUSE DEATH 

OR WHOLLY DIS- 
ABLING INJURY. 


OLDEST, 
LARGEST, 
STRONGEST, 
SUREST 
Mutual Accident 
Association. 


IN THE WORLD. 


Insures Against ail 
Accidents. 





HALF THE RATES OF 
Stock COMPANIES. 





3820 & 322 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 


DISASTER ! 
THANKSGIVING. 


(CRASH ! Dash! Smash! 
Smash! Dash! Crash! 
A cry resounds through the crowded street, 
’*Mid clattering hoofs and hurrying feet ;— 
‘*Stop him! Stop him! Oho! Hey! Hey!” 
A spirited horse is running away ! 
Galloping, scampering, frightfully fast 
The terrified animal dashes past 
Through a throng of busy men and boys,— 
Oh! The grim confusion! The horrible 
noise ! 
As they scream, and scatter in great dismay, 
And try their best to get out of the way. 
The runaway’s gone in a moment; and 
then 
There are left in his track two wounded 
men, 


ONE, with a ghastly gash in his head, 
Groans for a minute ;—and lo! he’s dead. 


Never had he been the least afraid 

Of sudden disaster ; nor ever made 

For innoceat babes or delicate wife 

Provision, in case he should lose his life. 

There is grief in the home that once was 
bright ; 

There are darkness and gloom instead of 
light ; 

For the sorrowing mother of infants small 

Is left a widow, with nothing at all. 


THE OTHER, with badly broken bones, 

Is roughly dashed on the paving-stones. 

They carry him home and put him to bed, 

And the doctor gravely shakes his head 

As he says, ‘‘My friend, it’s a narrow 
escape ; 

‘“‘ I find you in terribly battered shape ; 

‘* T hope we ’ll be able to pull you through, 
‘* But you ’ll stay in bed for a month or two.” 
And though he is suffering all the while, 

His face is wreathed with a pleasant smile, 
And hesays, ‘‘ The prospect ’s not so bleak, 
‘*For I'll draw my twenty-five dollars a 
week ; 
‘* A MUTUAL ACCIDENT POoLicy’s mine— 
‘* What a pleasant provision ! Is n’t it fine!” 
THANKSGIVING Day! At the well-spread 
table 
The man who was smashed is happily able 
To sit with his family friends again, 
Fully recovered and free from pain. 
And he tells of the awful crash, that day 
That the terrified animal ran away, 
And dashed him down on the paving-stones 
With bad contusions and broken bones. 
And he speaks from the depths of a thank- 
ful heart 
Of the marvellous skill of the surgeon’s art ; 
But better than surgeon or medicine-chest, 
Better than all, and by far the best— 
He says he will always thankfully speak 
Of that welcome twenty-five dollars a 
week ; 
And also, if he had lost his life, 
Five Thousand dollars assured to his wife. 
JaMEs R. PITCHER. 





Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 


M embership— 


Fee 


FOUR DOLLARS, 





PAID ONCE ONLY, 





Annual Dues One Dailar, 





Assessments have 
never exceeded $12 a year 
for 
preferred occupations 





This gives $5,000 
insurance in case,pf death 
by accident, and 
$25 weekly while disabled 
by accident. 
$10,000 insurance, 
and $50 a week at corres~ 
ponding rates. 


HOW TO BECOME A 
MEMBER. 


Write for Circular and 
Application Blank, and 
when received fill out 
your application, inclose 
$4, and forward it to the 
Secretary at New York, 
on receipt of which a 
policy will be promptly 
mailed to you. 


CHARLES 8. PEET, 


President, 
Of Rogers, Peet & Co.) 


JAMES R. PITCHER. 
Secretary, 

















